Shake~sp e ares., 

Were k not finfull then ftriuing to mend, 

To marre the fubieff that before was well. 

For to no other pafie my verfes tend, 

Then of your graces ana your gifts to tell. 

And more, much more then in my verfe can fit. 
Your ovvne glafle fhowes you, when you looke in ft 
104 

TPO me faire friend you neuer can be old, 

-*■ For as you were W'hen firft your eye I cycle, 
Suchfeemes your beautie ftilkThrec Winters colde, 
Hauefrom the forrefts Ihooke three fummers pride. 
Three bcautious Iprings to yellow Autumn c turn’d, 

In procefle of the feafons haue I feene. 

Three Aprill perfumes in three hot Iunes burn’d, 

Since firft Ifaw you frelli which yet are greene. 

Ah yet doth beauty like a Dyall hand, 

Stcale from his figure,and no pace perceiu’d. 

So your fweete hew,wbfch me thinkes ftill doth flans. 
Hath motion,and mine eye may be deceaued. 

For feare of which,hcare this thou age vnbred. 

Ere you were borne was beauties fummer dead, 
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L Et aot my Jouc be cal’d Idolatrie, 

Nor my beloucd as an Idoll /how. 

Since all alike my fongs and prai/esbe 
To one,ofone,ftill fuch,and euer fo. 

Kinde is my loue to day, to morrow kinde. 

Still conftant in a wondrous excellence. 

Therefore my verfe to conftancie confin’de. 

One thing exprcfling,Ieaues out difference. 

Faire, kinac,and true, is all my argument, 

Fairc,kinde and true,varrying to other words. 

And in this change is my inuencion /pent. 

Three theams in one, which wondrous fcope afford^ 

<• Faire,kinde,and true, haue often iiu’d alone. 

4 Which three till no w, neuer kept featc in one. 
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T\\7 Hen in the Chronicle of wafted time, 

* V I fee diferiptions of the faireft wights. 

And beautie making beautiful! old rime, 

Jn prai/e ofLadics dead,and louely Knights, 

Then in the blazon of fweet beauties beft, 

Ofhand,of foote,of lip, of eye, of £>row, 

I’lee their antique Pen would haue expreft, 

Euen luch a beauty as you maifter now, 

- So all their praifes are but prophefies 
C Of this our time, all you prefiguring. 

And for they look’d but with dcuining eyes. 

They had not ftill enough your worth to ling : 

< For we which now behold thefe prefent dayes, 

<-Haue eyes to wonder, but lack loungs to praife, 
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N Ot mine owne feares,nor the prophetick fo’hle. 

Of the wide world.dreaming on things Co conic,. 

Can yet the lea/e of my.true loue controulc. . 

Suppofde as forfeit to a confin’d doome. 

The mortall Moone hath her eclipfe indut’de, 

And the fad Augurs mock their owne prefage, 

Incertenties now crowne them-fclues a/fur’dc, 

And peace proclaimes Oliues of endlefle age. 

Now with the drops of this moft balmie time. 

My loue lookes frefh,and death to me fubferibes, 

Since fpight of him Jle liuein this poore rime. 

While he infults ore dull and fpeachleffe tribes. . 

And thou in this lhalt finde thy monument. 

When tyrants crefts and tombs of brafle are /pent. 
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"\7\7Hat s in the braine thatliick may character , 

’ ’ Which hath not figur’d to thee my true fpirit. 

What’s new to fpcake,what now to regifter. 

That may exprefle my loue,or thy deare merit f 
Nothing fweet boy, but yet like prayers diuine* 

G '3 Imuft 


